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Chapter One 


Chris couldn't help but to see the familiar face of the man he had seen on the streets so many times before. 
He was almost for sure the guy was a runaway. He didn't look to be any older than maybe seventeen, Every 
time Chris had seen him, he always had on the same clothes, his dark brown hair always styled the same way, 
and the same look of lost in his eyes. 


Many times before Chris had thought about walking up and speaking to the mysterious boy, but he could 
never come up with the courage to. He knew the boy couldn't hurt him, Chris was very good at defending 


himself, but it was just something holding Chris back. 

"Do you know him or something?" One of Chris’ friends, by the name of Stone, asked him. Chris didn't take his 
look off of the boy as he sat on the sidewalk, enjoying a cigarette which looked to be some sort of one of 
those 00's. Probably a cigarette he bummed off some old lady off the street. 


"| don't, but I've seen him around a lot lately. | think he's.. lost or something." 


Stone shrugged his shoulders, and stuffed another french fry into his mouth. "If you've seen him around a lot, 
then I'm sure he knows his way around." 


"You think he ran away from home or something?" Chris asked. 
"Go ask him." Stone told him. 


Chris bit his lip, pondering on if he should walk up to the boy and start a conversation. He still had that feeling 
of something holding him back. He couldn't quite place it. 


"Ahh, | don't know. He doesn't look like he wants to be bothered." Chris sighed. 
Stone reached into his pocket and pulled out a half of pack of cigarettes. He slid them over to Chris. 


"Here, go talk to him, and give him these cigarettes. Also," Stone reached back into his pocket and pulled out a 
twenty dollar bill. "Give that to him too. Just Incase, you know, he is a runaway, I'm sure he'll appreciate it" 


Chris didn't waste any time picking up the money and cigarettes. He was quick to shoot out of the restaurant, 
as he noticed the boy had finished his cigarette and was beginning to walk away. 


"Hey! Wait up!" Chris called to him. The boy, who figured the voice was for someone else, continued walking, 
until Chris ran up in front of him and stopped him in his tracks. 


"Hey there." Chris greeted, giving the boy a comforting smile. 
"Do | know you?" The boy asked, in a rather snappy tone. Chris’ smile faded. 


"Well, no, | don't believe so. I'm Chris. | seen you sitting to yourself on the street. | couldn't help but notice I've 


seen you around quite a bit." 
The boy nodded his head. "Yeah, maybe so. I'm Eddie." 
"Eddie, huh? Well, it's nice to meet you. Are, uh, are you running away from home or-" 


"Don't ask me that. It's none of your business. You don't even know me." Eddie said. He pushed past Chris and 
began to continue to walk in the same direction as he was going. Chris followed beside him. 


"Hey, I'm sorry, alright? You're right, | don't know you, but uh.. l. well, my friend wanted me to give this to 
you, actually." Chris said. Eddie stopped again, and looked to see what was in Chris’ hand. 


"That's very sweet, but | can't accept that. Thank your friend for me, but | don't need it. m alright.” Eddie 
tried to convince him, but Chris continued to urge him on until he took the money and cigarettes, stuffing 


them into his pocket. 


"Thank you, Chris." Eddie said. His voice and tone was much softer now, and Chris very much liked it. 


"You're welcome, Eddie." Chris said, once again giving him another smile. He couldn't help but to make eye 
contact with Eddie. Seeing him closer, he really admired his eyes. They were such a beautiful shade of blue. 
They seemed almost hypnotizing, and Chris was finding it hard to take his gaze off them. 


"Well, | guess I'll see you around" Eddie said. He stood on his tippy toes, and to Chris' surprise, Eddie placed a 
gentle little kiss on his cheek. 


Then, Eddie walked off. Chris just stood there and watched him, feeling as if he were glued in his spot. 


"Well, that was interesting." Stone said, snapping Chris out of his daze. "He kissed you on the cheek. What was 
that all about?" 


Chris chuckled. "I'm sure it was nothing. He said thanks, by the way. For the money and smokes." 
Stone grinned. "Think maybe he got a little crush on you? How cute." 


"He doesn't even know me. It was just a small, thanking gesture." Chris assured him. Stone shrugged his 


shoulders. 
"Anyway, | think we should head out. Mom told me not to stay out any later than six" 
"Still listening to mother." Chris teased. Stone flipped him off. 


Stone was eighteen years old, but still lived with his parents, and still followed by their rules. He was cool, but 


he was still a mommy's boy. 


* eK 


Chris laid awake in bed, closing his eyes, and trying to find sleep. But his mind kept wondering off to Eddie. Such 
a lovely boy. Definitely too lovely to be out alone on the streets, and maybe, just maybe, Chris was a little 


worried over him. 


There were so many questions Chris wondered about. But the one that stuck out the most was if he'd ever 
see Eddie again. Which approach could he bring upon him this time just to get him to speak? One thing for 


sure, don't rush into questions about him running away. 


Chris gave up with trying to fall asleep. So he pulled himself out of bed and flicked his night light on. His eyes 
turned to the window, staring out into the empty, wet streets. 


His heart felt as if it had stopped beating when he saw a figure slowly walking by. Chris was quick to pull 
himself out of bed and rush over the window. All his hopes of it being Eddie faded once he got a closer look at 
the man walking by. 


"Shit" Chris whispered. He closed the curtains to his room and laid back down. 


"I'll find you again" Chris whispered to himself. He pulled the covers back over his body and turned his light 
back out. 


Chapter Two 


It had been days since Chris had seen Eddie out on the streets again. He had made excuses to his friends to 
hang out, just to go wander on the streets and search for Eddie. He didn't know quite what it was, but he just 
felt the need to find him. 


"Ow!" Chris yelped, holding to his cheek and turning his attention back to Stone, who had threw a basketball at 


his face. 


‘Oh, my bad. Thought you were paying attention instead of looking around like a lost pup. Who're you looking 


for?" 
Chris shook his head. "I'm not looking for anyone. Just, ya know, thinking." 


Chris bent over and picked the basketball back up. He threw it back at Stone, aiming for his face, but Stone 
quickly threw his hands up. 


"Stop, you know I'm easy hurt" Stone whined. Chris chuckled. 

"Well, | don't know about you, but I'm hungry," Stone said. "And broke." 

"What do you want me to do about it?" 

Stone innocently smiled. "Buy me food." 

Chris shrugged his shoulders. "Alright, | guess so." 

Stone kicked the basketball back over to the place they had found it. The two climbed back into the car and 
headed off to get Stone some food. Chris kept looking over the streets, trying hard to spot out Eddie, but still 
no sign of him anywhere. 

"You're doing it again" Stone pointed out. 

"Doing what?" 

"Looking around. Are you.. are you looking for that kid you seen on the street?" 

Chris faked a chuckle. "No, I'm just looking for a good place to get you some food." 


‘| want McDonald's. Some french fries." Stone said, smiling at the thought. 


"Always french fries." Chris mumbled, getting a tab aggravated with himself. He used to see Eddie so much. 


Where did he go? 

"Dude, stay focused. You just ran a red light." Stone informed him. Chris shook his head and sighed. 

"Sorry, | should've been paying more attention" 

"You sure you're alright? Got a lot on your mind or something?" 

Chris bit his lip. "Yeah, yeah I'm fine man. Sorry." 

Stay focused, Chris. 

* eK 

"Nice to see you again" Chris said, giving Eddie his usual comforting smile. He had decided to go out for a walk, 
which he felt was the best decision of his life, since he had ran into Eddie once again, who was sitting on a 
park bench. 

"Chris, right?" Eddie asked. Chris nodded and took a seat beside him. 

"How've you been?" Chris asked. 


Eddie shrugged his shoulders. "I'm fine." 


Chris smiled. "That's good. Glad to hear. Uh... look, | know you don't like to be questioned and things but | was 


just wondering.. how old are you?" 
‘I'm seventeen" Eddie told him. "Are you some sort of undercover cop or something?" 


Chris shook his head. "Nope. Just wondering. You're still young, you shouldn't be out wandering the streets by 
yourself" 


Eddie stayed silent and looked off into the distance. It was so dark, he could barely see three feet in front of 
him. He wanted to get up and leave, but his legs were tired from walking so much, and he knew if he got up, 
his legs would probably give on him. 


"I'd like to see you more." Chris admitted. "| think you're cool.” 


"You wouldn't have a cigarette would you?" Eddie asked. Chris nodded his head, and pulled out a cigarette and 
lighter for Eddie. 


"So, is that yes?" Chris asked 


"Chris, you seem very nice, but.. I'm not really the type you'd want to hang with." 
"What makes you say that?" 

Eddie only shrugged in response. "Reasons." 

"You have nice eyes." Chris complimented them. 

"Thank you." Eddie said quietly as he took another drag from his cigarette. 

"Can | see you again?" Chris asked again. 

‘| don't know." Eddie said. "Maybe if you catch me around again" 

"And what if | don't?" 

Eddie shrugged. "Then... | don't know." 

"Where do you sleep?" Chris asked him. 

“Anywhere | can find. Sometimes in cars. Sometimes on benches. So probably here tonight.” 


Chris wanted to offer Eddie to stay with him, but he didn't want to weird him out. So, for now, he decided not 
to ask. He'd save it for a different time. 


"Then I'll stay here with you." Chris stated. Eddie chuckled. 

"Don't be ridiculous, Chris." 

‘lim not. I'd just like to stay and talk to you for a bit if you don't mind, of course." 
Eddie shrugged his shoulders. "It's your choice. | can't tell you what to do." 

Chris smiled. "Great. Then I'll stay with you." 

"How're we going to sleep? There's only one bench." Eddie pointed out. Chris hummed. 
"We can share it. We'll need each other for warmth anyway." He stated. 

"Alright" Eddie said, putting his cigarette out. 


"Are you from here?" Chris asked. Eddie shook his head. 


‘I'm actually from Illinois. My parents moved here just about a year or so ago." 
"Oh, | see." 


Eddie bit his lip. "Yeah, | actually didn't want to move here at first. | knew | wouldn't know anyone, have to 


start a new school, which | dropped out. Also, | didn't have any family up here, not like that mattered anyway: 
"What about your friends?" Chris asked. 

"Ahh, | just kinda dropped them when | dropped out of school." 

"Well, you have me" Chris told him. Eddie bit his lip. 


"My best friend's name was Mike. | miss him sometimes. Sometimes | think about dropping him a visit but.. | 


think HI save it" 

"Save it for what?" 

Eddie shrugged his shoulders. ‘Im a bit tired now" 

Chris nodded his head. "Alright. Uh. how do you want to do this?" 
Eddie laughed. "Stand up, lIl lay down, and you can lay next to me. 


Chris stood up from his spot. Eddie laid down, his back pressed up against the back of the bench. Chris laid 
beside him, having the perfect room next to Eddie. 


‘lm going to have to lay like this, because your squishing my nose." Eddie said, nuzzling his nose into Chris’ 


neck. 


"Well, l'm going to have to lay like this, because you're squishing my arm." Chris said, wrapping his arm around 


Eddie. 
"Better now?" Eddie asked. 


"Better." Chris whispered. It had been so long since he had laid next to someone, and he found himself wanting 


to drift to sleep. 
"Goodnight." Eddie whispered back. 


"Goodnight." Chris mumbled. 


Chapter Three 


Chris woke up, saddened by the thought that Eddie had got up and left him. But he still felt the warm, small 
body lay next to him, and his ears filled with the quiet snores that came from Eddie. 


"Eddie.. wake up." Chris whispered in his ear. The bench wasn't as comfortable as Chris had thought. 
"Hm? Wh-what time is it?" Eddie asked, his voice croaking. 
"| have no idea," Chris told him. "Looks like its getting close to noon or so." 


Eddie began to slowly pull himself up into a sitting position, causing Chris to pull back his arm that was still 


wrapped around him. 
"You should head back home." Eddie told him. 
"Will | see you again?" Chris asked. Eddie couldn't help but to let out a little laugh. 


"We'll see, Chris. Thank you for staying here with me. Hope you don't mind, but | got a few of your cigarettes 
last night before | fell asleep, just a few to last me Today." 


Chris chuckled. "It's fine, at least you told me." 


Eddie leaned down, and gave Chris another gentle kiss on his cheek. This time, he had kissed the other cheek 
than the first time. 


"How come you do that?" Chris asked. 
"IFs just my way of saying thank you." Eddie told him. Chris nodded his head. 
"That's very cute.” 


"Ill see you around" Eddie told him. Chris wanted to stop him, but he only nodded his head, and watched Eddie 
until he was out of sight. 


* % * 


Chris couldn't get Eddie off of his mind. Even though they only slept on a bench together, to Chris, it felt like 
the perfect night. Just waking up with Eddie in his arms felt so perfect. But yet, Eddie was still a tough nut to 
crack. Chris believed Eddie enjoyed his company, but it seemed as if Eddie didn't want to get too close to 


anyone. 


He had been trying to find things to distract himself. He would try to straighten up the house, but by now, 
everything was near perfect, and there was nothing left for him to do. He sat and tried to write songs, 
something he enjoyed doing in his free time, but he couldn't concentrate. He tried to read, but he couldn't stay 
concentrated on his book. 

No matter what he did, his mind always found itself thinking of Eddie. Wondering where he was, if he was safe, 
what he was doing. But now Chris at least had an idea where he'd be at night. Either in a car on the side of 
the street, or either on a park bench somewhere. 

It wasn't safe for Eddie to be alone by himself on the streets, and thats what worried Chris the most. If his 
parents had sent out a report that he was missing, Chris knew the police would soon find him, and send him 


back to the home he came from. 


There had to be some reason why Eddie ran away. There's always a reason. But Chris still didn't know, and he 
didn't know if Eddie would ever tell him what the reason was. 


The phone began to ring, and Chris was quick to answer it, hoping to hear Eddie's voice on the other end. But 


then again, how could Eddie call with no phone and no number? 
"Hey, Chris. It's Stone." 


"Well, | knew by the sound of your voice who you were." Chris said, laughing a little as he leaned against the 
wall. "What's up?" 


"You remember that kid you seen on the street the other day? Dude, | just seen him get jumped” 
Chris' heart felt as if it had sunk deep into his chest. Anger began to boil through his veins 

"He got jumped? By who? Did you help him?" 

Stone sighed. "I don't know. It was just a couple of guys. | didn't want to interfere with it” 


"Why didn't you help him? They could've killed him!" Chris began to yell, disappointed in Stone for not helping 
Eddie. 


"Geez, I'm sorry. | didn't want to get my ass beat today too." 
"Where was this?" Chris asked. Stone gave him the exact street. 
“Alright. | have to go. I'll give you a call later." 


"Chris, what're you doing man? Don't blow this out of proportion You're not going to go look for him, are you?" 


"IIl call you back later." Chris said again before hanging the phone up. 


He ran out into the streets, his head turning from side to side, quickly glancing down every alley, peeking in 
every store, just looking for Eddie. He was on the street where Stone had seen Eddie, but Chris had seen him 


nowhere. 


"Eddie! Eddie!" Chris began to scream. People were looking at him as if he were crazy, but he paid them no 


attention. He continued to run and run, screaming for Eddie, but seen no sign of him. 


Chapter Four 


"J-just go.. go away." Eddie whispered. Chris had finally found him, sitting next to an abandoned building. He 
could see dry blood on Eddie's chin from his lip. His body was shaking from fear. 


"Eddie. who did this to you?" Chris asked, slowly kneeling down in front of Eddie. Eddie, in embarrassment, 
turned his head, not wanting Chris to see his face. 


"| said to go away. Leave me alone." Eddie snapped. But Chris didn't have any intention on leaving. 
"What happened? Talk to me." 


"What the hell does it look like happened?" Eddie snapped once again, finally turning his face to Chris. He had a 


busted lip, and a red mark across his cheek, which would soon become a bruise. 

Eddie slowly lifted his shirt up, wincing a little from the pain. Chris noticed an ugly bruise on his ribs. 
"Oh my. Eddie, 'm so sorry. Tell me, who done this to you?" 

Eddie shook his head. “That doesn't matter. | just.” 

"Just what?" 


Eddie's eyes began to swell with tears, but he quickly wiped them away. Chris couldn't help but to feel sorry 


for him. 
"Let me clean you up." Chris offered. 
"I can take care of myself" Eddie said. 


Chris shook his head. He held his thumb up to his mouth, getting the tip of it wet, and began to clean the 
blood off of Eddie's chin with this thumb. 


"I can do it myself" Eddie said again. But Chris ignored him, and kept cleaning his chin, until all the blood was 


gone. 
"Who did this to you, Eddie?" 


"| need to shower." Eddie said, ignoring his question. He slowly began to pull himself off the ground. "I'll see you 


around." 


Chris grabbed Eddie's arm before he could walk away. "I want to know who did this to you." 


Eddie gave him a death glare. "None of your business. Why don't you just fuck off, Chris? Fuck off!" 


"Why do you act like that, Eddie? Why're you so rude to me when I'm trying to show you that | care about 
you." 


"You don't even know me, Chris. I'm just some random kid you seen on the street. You don't have to worry 
about me." 


"Well, | do worry, Eddie. As soon as | heard you were hurt | came out looking for you." 
"Who told you?" Eddie asked, showing a bit of interest in the conversation 

"Stone." 

"Who's Stone?" 

"He's my friend. You should really meet him one day, he's really nice and-" 

"Yeah, yeah, save it. | need to go shower." 

"Where are you going to go?" Chris asked, 

| have my ways." Eddie said, a sneaky grin on his face. Chris knotted his eyebrows. 
"What do you do?" 


"Well, | go to hotels, and | always tell the people I'm the child of someone's name who is listed on the paper. So 


they let me in. So, | search around until | find a vacant room, and | sneak in, shower, and leave." 


Chris shook his head. "That's pretty clever, but not such a good idea, you know. | have a shower at my house, 
if you'd want to use it" 


Eddie shook his head. "That's okay. l.. l'm sorry for being rough toward you. Thanks for helping me clean up a 
little. Probably freak some people out if | walked around the streets with blood all over me." 


Chris chuckled. "Definitely, and Eddie?" 
"Yeah?" 
Chris stepped closer to him. "Will you meet me tonight?" 


"IIl see what | can do. Where?" 


"Up town, at the park. Tonight at eight" 
Eddie shrugged his shoulders. "I might show up." 


He once again stood on his tippy toes, considering Chris was taller than him. He planted a sweet little kiss on 
Chris' cheek, this kiss being the most gentle considering his lip was busted. 


"See you later." Eddie whispered to him before walking off. 


Chris‘ fingers traced over the gentle kiss Eddie had left behind. It was just like when someone leaves you a ton 


of love notes, but leaves you guessing, because they didn't sign a name. It only leads you into wanting more. 


x 
Chris sat at the park, smoking on a cigarette, and waiting for Eddie. It was thirty minutes past eight, but he 
was still waiting for Eddie to show up. He knew Eddie wouldn't show up at exactly eight, and he was beginning to 


wonder if Eddie would even show up at all. 


"| see you're still here." Eddie spoke up. Chris' heart nearly jumped out of his chest, and he began to cough on 


his cigarette smoke. 
"Shit, you scared me. You're a sneaky one aren't you?" 
Eddie chuckled. "Ahhh. | have something for you." 


"What's that?" 


Eddie reached into the pocket in his shorts. He pulled out a can of spray paint, which was in the color red. 
Chris looked at the can. 


"What am | suppose to do with that?" 


Eddie smiled and pulled out another can from his shorts. This can, was the color of blue. "Me and you... well, 


we're going to go do some vandalism." 
Chris laughed. "You can't be serious. Do you know how much trouble you can get in for that?" 
Eddie grinned. "Just don't get caught." 


Chris bit his lip. "Ahh, | don't know about it, Eddie." 


"You're not scared, are you? Come on, it'll be fun" 


"How'd you get this?" Chris asked, taking the red can from Eddie. 
"Don't worry about that. | know the perfect place we can go." 


Chris didn't ask any further questions, as he figured Eddie had stole them from somewhere. The two headed 
off down the street. Eddie took Chris’ hand, not locking their fingers together, but holding it. 


"Come on, slow poke.” Eddie said as his legs began to speed up. 


The two started running down the street together, Chris following wherever Eddie was taking him. He found 


himself in front of someone's house, with a car parked in the driveway. 
"Who's house is this?" Chris whispered. 


"Don't worry. They're asleep. | know these people real good" Eddie whispered back as he began to shake up his 


spray can. 


"What're.. Eddie, you can't spray their car!" Chris whisper yelled Eddie was finding it hard to hold his laugh in. 


He held the can up, and began to spray on the car window. 

"Come on, do it!" Eddie encouraged. Chris watched as Eddie began to write “fuck you' across the windshield 
"L | don't know what to do” Chris stuttered 

"Just spray out some windows at least. Piss them off a little” Eddie whispered back to him. 


As Eddie continued to write on the windshield, Chris went to the back of the car and began to fill the window 
with the red spray paint. 


Eddie's head snatched up as soon as he seen a light in the house flick on. He didn't waste any time whispering 
for Chris to run Chris followed his gaze, and noticed a figure getting closer to the window in the house. The 
two took off running, both in a fit of laughter, as if what they had done were the funniest thing. 

"That was so fucking close." Chris laughed. The two were still holding on to their spray cans. 

"Come on, let's go to this shop down town. My grandparents run it" 

"You want to do that to your grandparents shop?" Chris asked, almost out of breath from all the running. 


"Why not? Come on, it'll be fun. It's just a few minutes away." Eddie said, his legs finally slowing down 


"You're crazy." Chris teased. Eddie only grinned in response. The two walked toward the town, hand in hand, until 


they had finally approached the shop Eddie was talking about. 


As Eddie began to spray paint the window, Chris began to spray paint the door, both writing silly things and 
faces on the glass. 


Let's go to the river. We have to get rid of the evidence." Eddie whispered, referring to the spray cans. 
"More running, ugh." Chris groaned. 


"We can stay here if you wanna wait around for the cops to come." Eddie told him. Chris shook his head, 


wanting to bolt out as soon as possible. 
As soon as the two finished with their graffiti, they began to run back down the street, nearly knocking over 


the few people that got in their way. Before long, they found themselves at a river, throwing in the spray 


cans as far as they could throw them. 

"That was fun, wasn't it?" Eddie asked. 

"Who's house was that though?" Chris asked. 

"Just my parents." Eddie said, kicking some rocks. 

"Why'd you run away from them?" Chris asked quietly. Eddie only shrugged his shoulders. 
"Ill tell you some other time. Just not yet" 


Eddie went to kick another rock, but the one he was standing on slipped from under his feet. He tried to keep 
his balance, but he found himself falling, under Chris grabbed him before he could hit the ground. 


"Be careful" Chris chuckled. Eddie's cheeks turned red, and even in the dark, Chris could see it 
"But uh... yeah, that was fun We should do something like that again" Eddie said. 

Chris smiled. "Maybe we should So, where are you sleeping at tonight?" 

Eddie shrugged. "Haven't made up my mind yet" 

"You could come to my place" Chris offered 


Eddie shook his head. "| really don't want to just barge in on you, Chris. I'm not going to come and sleep at your 


place. Don't even try to convince me, because | won't do it." 


Chris sighed. “Alright, if you don't want to, but.. just please be careful out here, Eddie." 


"Always," Eddie assured him. "Thanks, by the way. For.. wanting to see me, | guess." 


ope | can see you again. 
"| h p | y g " 


Eddie smiled. "Maybe." 


He leaned up, giving Chris a small kiss on each cheek. "I'll let you head on home now. I'll see you around." 


Chris nodded his head. "Yeah, I'll see you around" 


Chapter Five 


"| think | have feelings for someone." Chris said, picking between the C and E chord on his guitar. 

"Who's that?" Stone asked, peeking through a guitar magazine Chris had on his bed. 

"Eddie." Chris sighed. 

Stone sat the magazine down in his lap. "Eddie? Who's Eddie?" 

"The boy we seen on the street" Chris said quietly. Stone let out a laugh. 

"Him? Chris, you haven't seen him but what, one time? You couldn't have caught feelings for him that soon 
"Well, |.. 've seen him a few times after that" Chris admitted. 

"Does he know the way you feel about him?" 

Chris shook his head. "I don't think so." 

"So, tell him" Stone said, picking the magazine up. 


"| don't know.. because | really like being with him. If | tell him the way | feel, he might get scared away. 
Especially if he's not into guys. He'll definitely get scared away, and l.. | don't want to be without him." 


"Hmm... then trick him a little." Stone suggested. "Like, for example, if you see a girl on the street, ask Eddie 
what he thinks of her. Either he'll give you his opinion, or either he'll tell you he's not into girls." 


Chris bit his lip. "You know, that's actually pretty smart. | may do that, if | find him again" 
If you find him again?" 


Chris sighed. "It's just like.. hide and seek or something. I'll see him, he'll leave, and sometimes itll take me days 
to find him again. It's all like.. some little sort of game he's playing.’ 


Stoned smirked. "Oh, Chris, he definitely likes you. He's just playing hard to get is all." 
| don't think it's that. | think he just doesn't want to get too close to anyone. It's like.. he's afraid" 


Stone shrugged. "Maybe he's just shy. Hell, I've never even spoke to him, so you should know more about him 


than me." 


Chris sighed. "It's just.. weird, you know. It's just like | always want to be around him, | always want to hear his 
voice, | just want to protect him and keep him safe." 


"So tell him that. Maybe he feels the same." 
Chris sank his teeth into his bottom lip. How could he even come up with the words to tell Eddie how he felt? 
Besides that, maybe it was too soon, and maybe Chris should just keep his feelings to himself. He wasn't ready 


to put himself at risk of losing everything with Eddie. 


* * * 


"| found fifty bucks on the street today." Eddie bragging to Chris. "| watched it fall right out of this dudes 
pocket" 


Chris chuckled "Well, | suppose that's good. | guess that's how you got the new clothes?" 

Eddie nodded his head, "It went a long way, actually’ 

"If you ever need money, you can always ask me" Chris told him. But Eddie shook his head 

"| don't want to be a bum, Chris. | may bum random people for cigarettes, but | don't want to bum for money’ 
"So, will you tell me why now?" Chris asked 

"Why what?" 


"Why you ran away from home." Chris said. Eddie sat down on a swing and began to softly kick his legs back 
and forth. 


"What else have | got to lose right?" Eddie asked. Chris stayed silent as he sat on the swing next to Eddie, 
waiting for him to tell him the story. 


Eddie sighed. "I. well, Chris.. l'm.. well.. I'm not sure how to say it" 
"Just spit it out." Chris told him. 


‘lm not really.. attracted to the opposite sex, if you understand what l'm saying." Eddie said quietly, looking 


down at his shoes. 
"You're gay?" 


Eddie slowly nodded his head. "Yeah, and | understand if you don't want to talk to me anymore. Just please, 
don't call me a fag, and don't try to beat me up for it” 


Chris chuckled. "Why would | do that? I'm the same way." 
Eddie looked up at him in shock. "You're gay too?" 


Chris nodded his head. "Yeah, my parents didn't like it either. They went a bit crazy, but after a few days they 
were over it. | mean, sometimes they still try to convince me to go out with girls and things, but it's 


pointless." 
Eddie nodded. "Yeah.. my parents didn't act like that at all." 


"What happened?" Chris asked. "You can tell me, Eddie. You can always tell me anything, and it'll just stay 


between us." 


Eddie bit his lip. "They, uh.. well, see, | did have a girlfriend. | tried so hard to convince myself | wasn't into 
guys, that maybe it was just a phase | was going through. My parents have always been homophobic, and 
that's why | tried to be with a girl. But ever since | was a little boy l.. | got, you know, crushes on other boys. 
| thought | was just too little to understand. Eventually, though, | accepted the fact | wasn't into girls. | broke 
up with my girlfriend My parents started bitching at me, because they really liked the girl. And | mean, she 
was really sweet and everything. So, in the midst of me being bitched at, | slipped on out and told them | was 
gay. It seemed like everything after that was a blur. | just remember them screaming and hitting on me, and 
my father threw me down into the basement. He locked the door and | stayed in there for two days, and they 
never even bothered to check on me. |, you know, ended up busting out a window and climbed through it, and 


since then.. I've been on my own" 


Chris could see Eddie's eyes swelling with tears. He reached his arms out, and pulled Eddie into a tight hug. It 
seemed like the hug was everything Eddie needed. As he melted into the hug, he held his tears back, not 
wanting to cry in front of Chris. 


"You're not on your own, Eddie. You have me now." Chris assured him. Eddie softly smiled. 


"Thanks, Chris. You're the best" Eddie whispered. Just Eddie saying that made butterflies erupt in Chris’ 


stomach. 


Chapter Six 


Eddie was in a fit of giggles, nearly spilling whiskey on his shirt. Him and Chris were sitting at the park, drinking 
on whiskey, and both were drunk. Chris took the bottle of whiskey from Eddie and put it behind his back. 


"I think you've had enough of that for now." Chris told him. Eddie's eyes opened wide. 
"Did you just do a magic trick? How did you make that bottle disappear like that?" Eddie asked. Chris laughed. 


Chris had been drunk before, so the alcohol wasn't effecting him as much as Eddie. He could tell Eddie had 


never been drunk before by how crazy it was making him. 

"Yeah, it was a magic trick" Chris told him, gasping afterwards. Eddie grinned. 
"You're so full of shit” 

Chris chuckled. "I am not. It's all gone. | made it disappear.” 

Eddie cupped his mouth. "That's so cool. I've always wanted to see a magic trick. 
Chris laughed. "You're definitely going to feel it in the morning, Eddie." 

Eddie squinted his eyes. "Are you giving me dirty jokes now?" 

"No, silly, Im talking about getting a headache." 

Oh." Eddie giggled. "My bad." 


Eddie moved closer to Chris until he was now sitting on Chris’ lap. His fingers began to trace over Chris’ facial 


hair. 
"What're you doing?" Chris chuckled. Eddie smiled. 
"| don't know. Just playing around. Your mustache is soft. Well, kinda" Eddie laughed. 


Chris looked into Eddie's blue eyes, which looked halfway shut, but still held the beautiful shade of blue Chris 
adored. Eddie looked back into Chris’, a big goofy grin crossing his face. 


"You told me | have pretty eyes,” Eddie pointed out. "Yours are pretty, too." 


Chris smiled. "Well, thank you, Eddie." 


"Your lips are pretty too." Eddie told him. 
"You talk a lot when you're drunk, you know that?" Chris joked. Eddie giggled a little. 


| don't have to speak." Eddie said, his voice almost in a whisper. His face got closer to Chris‘, and before Chris 


knew it, Eddie's lips were pressed against his. 


It was only a quick, innocent kiss. When Eddie pulled back, he was smiling, and his arms wrapped around Chris’ 


neck. 
"I kissed you." Eddie stated. Chris laughed. 
"I know you did. Why did you kiss me?" 


Eddie only shrugged his shoulders before leaning in for another kiss. This time, Chris made sure to kiss him 
back. It was another quick kiss, which didn't last any longer than five seconds. 


‘I've never made out with anyone before. I'm not sure how to do it." Eddie admitted to him. 
"And you want to make out with me?" Chris asked. Eddie nodded his head. 
"Just follow my lips." Chris told him. 


This time, Chris leaned in and pressed his lips against Eddie's, kissing him deeper than the kisses he received 
from Eddie just a minute ago. He wrapped his hand around Eddie's neck as their lips began to move in sync. 


Chris was surprised when he felt Eddie's tongue slowly making its way into his mouth. He opened his mouth a 
bit, allowing Eddie access. Their tongues began to dance together, and they kissed and kissed, until Eddie pulled 
away, gasping for breath. 


"That was nice." Eddie said quietly, wiping off his wet mouth. Chris smiled, sinking his teeth into his bottom lip, 
savoring Eddie's taste that he knew he'd never forget. 


‘lm a little sleepy." Eddie whispered, pulling his hands away from behind Chris’ neck. 
"You're staying with me tonight" Chris told him. Before Eddie could deny, Chris pecked his lips. 


"| don't want you to be out here alone drunk" Chris said. Eddie was hesitant, but he was tired, and his body 
longed to lay in a soft bed, so he nodded his head and the two began to stumble toward Chris' home. 


* eK 


"| don't want to sleep alone." Eddie whined as Chris was taking him to the guest room. 


"Are you sure?" 
Eddie nodded. "Will you lay with me? Please." 
Chris smiled. "Of course | will, if that's what you prefer." 


Chris turned around, leading Eddie into his bedroom. Eddie flopped down on the bed, kicking off his shoes, and 
quickly climbed under the covers. His body instantly melted into the mattress, and a big smile crossed his face. 
Chris laughed as he laid down beside him. 


"A lot better than those park benches, huh?" 
Eddie chuckled. "Even better than the seat of a car." 


Eddie wrapped his arm around Chris, pulling him even closer to him. His lips went back to Chris’, giving him a 


deep passionate kiss. 


Chris kissed him back. He could feel Eddie's lips slowing down, as he began to fall asleep. When Eddie would 
catch himself drifting off, he would pull himself out of it, and his lips would speed back up. But, eventually, his 
lips stopped moving, as he had fell asleep. Chris pulled away, and softly gave Eddie a kiss on the nose. 


Before going to sleep himself, Chris carefully pulled himself out of bed, and went to the medicine cabinet in the 
bathroom. He grabbed two aspirins and a cup of water. He sat it on the nightstand, which sat next to Eddie, as 
Chris knew Eddie would probably need it when he woke from his sleep. 


Chris laid back down, pulling the covers over himself. He wrapped an arm around Eddie, and pulled himself to 


where Eddie's head laid in his chest. 


